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Rose of the garden how unlike thy doom! 

;||; Destin’d for others, not thyself, to bloom. ;|; 

Cull’d, ’ere thy beauty lives through half its day; 

|J|' A moment cherish’d, and then cast away,;j|; 

Rose of the garden, such is womans lot, 

;||; Worshipp’d, while blooming When she fades, forgot . 4 ; 
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